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lected Chug Smith in place of Patrick Goldsmith, why —

But what a difference between them!  “Patrick Gold-
smith,” he concluded vehemently, “docsn’t steal spotted
alves and wrap their hides around well michines with
the brand cut out—not by a danged sight!  If she wants
1o marry a man that does such things, why let her, con-
found—"

He became conscious of the fact that he was wield-
ins the quirt unmercifully, and that his horse vainly
tried to plow through sand at racing speed. He quit it
and slowed down.

“No.” he said. “It won't be right to let her doit. By
George! Il put him over the swift route to— No, I
won't do that. A fine business, to stand up and hear
Tod Gorman readin’ out, ‘For the killin' of one Chug
Silus Smith.” Not me! I'll get some evidence against
him. A man can't cut a hide in this country, and expect
for us to stand it.”

I'!' vas close to sundown when he reached the locality
for which he had been aiming. Bevond a low line of
purple hills fast turning to sooty brown in the shadow
the sun dropped its globe of burnished copper.  Soon
the line of the western hills cut the sun’s disk into half
and the desert began to gloom into a vast burned-over
cinder bed.

“They must be camped close to Tucker's Tanks,”
muttered Goldy, and the next rise proved his guess to
be correct. He sighted a fire and the hulk of 4 wagon’s
cover. Some horses were hobbled out.  Just then his
own stumbled, and Goldy noticed for the first time that
he was breathing hard and very wet.

“Been thinking too much!”™ he growled. “It's me for
sleeping out, becuse T won't sleep with him.  How'll |
get back? Durned if T won't have to borrow a horse!
That's pleasant. Ride up to the enemy, say that I'm
going to prosecute him in the courts for cattle rustling
~—an' won't yvou please lend me a horse?  Gosh!”

He rode slowly up to the fire.

“Well, hello, Goldy!”

“Hello, Chug!”

“Where vou ridin’ so late?”

“I'm looking for a spotted calf. Seen him? Maybe
vou've seen a big white steer with curly horns and my
br nd on him too?”

“No, we ain't seen either of 'em. Get vour saddle
off. The boysll be ridin’ in soon.”

“This horse is about done up.”

“We can fix that, Goldy. No-
body's more welcome than you,
if [ doswyit. Now turn your horse
out and get ready for chuck. The
bovsll be comin’ along, and—"

“If vou don’t mind, Chug, I'll
rope a horse and start back. I'm
looking for a spotted calf, about

vearling. Seen him? Also a
big white steer with—"

“You said that before, Goldy.
No. we ain't scen him. Come
#long. Supper’ll be ready in a
jiffv, soon's that cook comes in
with water.”

“No, thanks, Chug; I'm look-
me for—I'll just rope that horse,
that pinto out there, and ride
on—"

“Shucks! You seem in one
bl imed hurry!”

Goldy started for the bunch of
horses, and muttered to himself,
“Christmas! but I'm a diplomat!
Ncxt thing I'd have smashed him
in the fice. The Har! I ought to
w 1k back rither than take his
horse too. Wonder if T can trust
him with my horse till T send a
men over? Oh, I'm a lawyer, |
sivix ™

He grunted as he threw the rope
over the pinto, hustled his saddle
on 11, wrenched its head down
uniil he was fairly in the secat,
wnd rode off.

HE plin was dead black now,

and, sive fora strip of lemon
sky in the farthest west, night
hid thrust its canopy all over.
The wind had lulled until at times
there was but the merest rustle
in the greasewood.

He had ]J].u't-:l several l"i-.l,_[n-a
hetween him and the cattle out-
fit, when the feeling came that he
had acted lhike a fool. Perhuaps
that had not been his spotted calf,
anyvway. He had no proof of it.
And as for Miss Luey, if she cared
more  for a beefv-faced cattle
butcher, with a wart on his nose
and a4 squint in both eves, than
che did for Patnek Goldsmith,
why should that 1wk of tuste on
her part compel him to make @ n
sll-mizht ride? He was tired and
\L'z']J_\', and the first severe Il;iill of
Jdisuppomntment had worn away;
<o why not sleep 1n Chug Smith's
camp, a place where he had always
heen welcome?  Nothing against
it ot all. He pulled in his horse,
turned about, and started back.
I the dark he went a little wide of
the trail, so that his sccond op-

proach to the cattle camp was foom a different direction.
The horse had slowed to a walk. He was almost on
them before he was heard. :

Close to the fire a Navajo herder worked, skinning a
beef. The Indian did not look up, and it was Chug him-
self who stepped out to see the new arrival.  Chug's
hands were bloody.  In one of them he clutched a drp-
ping knife and in the other a small patch of hide.

“That vou, Snake?” he called, as if to one of his boys.

“No; 1t's me, back again,” said Goldyv. “Hello! a
new way to skin a beef, Chug? Tuaking it off in sm.ll
pieces?”

“My knife slipped,” answered Chug, with a laugh,
tossing away the patch of hide.

[t fell into the shadow: but Goldy’s glance told him
where it lay and that the color of the hide was white.
There sounded the approach of several other horsemen.
Goldy did not dismount, but sat his horse considering
the whole affair.

“All right,” laughed Chug nervously, wiping his knife.
“Unsaddle, Goldy, and get 1eady to eat. Heie come
the rest of my boys.”

Instead of accepting this invitation, Coldy uttered a
short soliloquy; but one distinetly heard by the oviner
of the camp: “That's a large white steer vour man
is skinning, Chug, a two-year-old. [ was looking around
for that same large white steer today; but you hadn't
<een him. Never saw a spotted calf, either, did you?
I've a notion that the hoins of that same steer are
somewhat crooked, and I'll have a look at that piece of
hide vour knife slipped off.”

In an instant he had swung the horse and his feet
struck the sand close to where the patch lay in the
shadow. The bridle lines with a hghtninglike move-
ment he had passed over the horse's head and looped
in the crook of his arm.  As he bent down to seize the
piece of hide, Chug was on top of him.

“No vou don't!” eried Chug.

Goldy straightened up, and the full force of his head
and shoulder caught the other in the face and chin.  So
viciously had he raised himself that Chug was flung
backward and fell asprawl, one hand diagging into the
fire’s embers. He uttered a howl of rage; but before
he could regain his feet Goldy held the patch of hide
and had sprung into the saddle again. A glance at the
raw evidence proved to him all he had previously sus-
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**A Month's Pay to the Man that Ropes Him ! "

pected, and as Chug scrambled up he slapped i
across the face with the damp skin.

“My brand, vou cattle thief!” he cried out. *I've
caught vou with the goods at last! My brand, the
Diamond G! You haven’t seen a white steer with
twisted homs, nor a spotted calf either, have yvou?”"

The other ponies were almost at the camp.  Their
forms could be distinguihed as moving shadows now,
Chug Smith uttered a narl of rage. He was caught
with the goods. As Coldy turmed to ride away. he
shouted:

“My horse, vou horsethief! Get him, Boys! Hold
him! Rope him! A month’s pay to the man that rope
him!”

SCUFFLE sounded in the dark as the others itricd

to circle and head off the running hor-e. Goldy
gave the pinto a vicous quir.ing now, the lush fulling
wichout mercy, and he had lunged forward with the
scramble of a fi ighlt'nm‘l hoise. The nearest nider was
passed so close that Coldy had to sway a.ide to keep
the man's hand from his <hirt; but in another in-tant
he had gone into the dark of the circle beyond them.

“Rope him! Tie him up!” yelled C hug Smith frantic-
ull_\'.

Without further directions the four cowbovs pursued.
Into the black they raced, and the fugitive could hear
the pounding of their ponies’ feet. Hhe leaned forwand
and urged on his horse.  He had stuffed the prece of
hide in.o his shirt, and the dank touch of 1t maddened
him. ,All depended on the borrowed horse now, and 1o
be sure of his mount he must keep ahead of them. He
knew that some of the men would circle and e ready 1o
head him if he turned. He wondered if he was hikely
to meet any more of Chug’s men.

“W ish | had picked his best horse,”™ he gritted, as he
brought the quirt down on the one he had selecied. “if
they get me, I'll have to begin to shoot, and I don’t
want to do that. Tho:e fellows have nothing to do Tut
follow his orders, the skunk! Wonder if this pony'll
stop vhen a rope drops on him? I'll bet he's range
brole, and that's what he'll do. Can't risk it. “Thar
plugs are tired from a day’s work, anvhow; busi,
Lordy! that fellow’s getun’ closer up.”

He could hear the nearest man siteadily gaimmg on
him. Close to the horse’s neck he crouched, hopmg
to avoid the rope if possible. N
he could hear the puffing of he
onconiing beast. Glancing behmd,
he saw the lLifting form of le
rider against the it of hight that
had cone with the rise of the
moon. He saw the man’s arm go
up and mmagined the circhng of
the rope.

“He's a plug, or he'd have
slung it before now,” muttered
(}(lll])’.

There sounded u shithering
noise past his ear. ‘The tough
rawhide touched s <houlder,
slipped from i1t to the horse’s
flank, and dropped to the ground.
Goldy brought his quut down n
one terrific stroke, and his hoise
leaped like a goat.

“By ( hiistmas! vou'd be hasd
to get on the range, old scout,’
he cried out triumphantly; “but
you're the horse for me tonight!
If vou'd stopped, 1'd have been a
goner. Go along!”

Far on his 1ight he could hear
another pounding along, as if to
turn him back, and when he ~uwung
off to the left he heard a« ihird
rider there. They were making
good time for jaded ponies that
had worked a day among the cat-
tle; but he felt that he had he
fre<her horse, and the fact that
he had one the touch of a rope
wouldn’t stop filled him with wild
exultation. He reached bLehind
him and loosened his gun.

“Don’t want to use it,” he
groaled between set teeth; “lut
that right-hand man 1s draving
in. He may be a better rope artist
than the otheronetoo. 1'd rather
go to court and trust te evidence;
but if you will come on, dung vou!
I'll do miy best to give a brone to
the covotes. .\IL-‘_\‘]IL' a~hot woulld
stop ‘em.  Rustlers aren’t over-
brave, anvhow.”

He pulled the gun and fired mto
the greasenood, low down. .\
second later he heard the sLout of
a man and the report of un un-
swering shot.

“That was a mistake,” he mut-
tered. “The fool thinks he's
the right. Chug Smith may skin
my carcass too hefore he's done.
Come on, vou horse! i you get
me out with this hide to show a
jury, I'll let you run the range for
the rest of time!”

The moon was fairly up now,
and from the top of the next rse
Goldy hoped to see that his pur-
suers had turned back. He would
make a good target against the
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